ii4           LETTERS  OF  BOSWELL

Before dinner the Nabob and I met, and he told me
that he went, and in the most serious and submissive
manner begged to know if she was engaged. She
would give him no satisfaction, and treated him with
a degree of coldness that overpowered him quite, poor
man!

Such is the history of the lovers of this cruel Princess,
who certainly is a lucky woman to have had a sovereign
sway over so many admirers. I have endeavoured to
make merry on my misfortune.

A Crambo Song on losing my Mistress.

** Although I be an honest laird,

In person rather strong and brawny,
For me the heiress never cared,

For she would have the knight^ Sir Sawney.

" And when, with ardent vows, I swore

Loud as Sir Jonathan Trelawny,
The heiress showed me to the door,

And said, she'd have the knight, Sir Sawney.

" She told me, with a scornful look,

I was as ugly as a tawny ;
For she a better fish could hook,

The rich and gallant knight, Sir Sawney."

N.B. I can find no more rhymes to Sawney.

Now that all is over, I see many faults in her which
I did not see before. Do you not think she has not
feeling enough, nor that ingenuous spirit which your
friend requires ? The Nabob and many other people
are still of opinion that she has not made sure of Sir
Sawney, and that all this may be finesse/ but I cannot
suspect so young a creature of so much artifice; and
whatever may be in it, I am honourably off, and you
may wonder at it> but I assure you I am very easy and
cheerful. I am however resolved to look out for a good